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where we saw the beautifully tidy dormitories. We then
went into a room where about a dozen young girls were
drawing or playing a children's card game. They were all
neatly dressed except for their shoes which were all on the
shabby side. We stayed with them for quite a while. I
rgmember chiefly two of the girls, Tamara Turunova and a
girl called Tanya. Tamara was a little girl of fifteen, very
pale, thin and delicate, obviously run-down, with dark hair
tied in a knot. On her little black frock was pinned the
green-ribboned medal of Leningrad. "Where did you get
that ? " I asked. A faint smile appeared on her pale little
face. "I don't know what he was called," she said. "An
uncle with spectacles came to the works one day and gave
me this medal." " What works ? " " Oh, the Kirov works,
of course," she said. "Does your father work there too ?"
"No," she said, "father died in the hungry year, died on the
7th of January. I've worked on the Kirov works since I
was fourteen, so I suppose that's why they gave me the
medal. We're not far away from the front." "Doesn't it
frighten you to work there ?'' She screwed up her little face.
" No, not really. One gets used to it. When a shell whistles,
it mean,s it's high up ; it's only when it begins to sizzle that
you know there's going to be trouble. Accidents^do happen,
of course, happen very often; sometimes things happen
every day. Only last week we had an, accident; a shell
landed in, my workshop and many were wounded, and two
Stakhanov girls were burned to death." She said it with
terrible simplicity and almost with the suggestion that it
wouldn't have been such a serious matter if two valuable
Stakhanovite girls hadn't lost their lives. "You wouldn't
like to change over to another factory ?" I asked. "No,"
she said, shaking her head. "I am a Kirov girl, and my
father was a Putilov man, and really the worst is over now,
so we may as well stick it to the end." Arid one could feel
that she meant it, though it was only too clear what terrible
nervous strain that frail little body of hers had suffered.
"And your mother ? " I asked. " She died before the war,"